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Author's Notes: 
A classic get-drunk-and-admit-your-feelings typa fic that is coming to you in two parts. Fun facts that are 
referenced in this story: |) David Andersson is a full time medical doctor when not in Soilwork 2) They have 


another band together called The Night Flight Orchestra that plays AOR/classic rock type stuff. 


David Andersson wasn't entirely sure when or why he started pining after Bjorn Strid. At this point, the 
feelings had been there for years, bubbling just under the surface of the place he simply would not go - 
unless he could be completely alone with his fantasies. In fact, by now it felt like being attracted to the singer 
was just a part of his life that he had grown to accept and try to ignore. 


The doctor had always considered himself to be a straight man - well, up until he realized his infatuation 
with his best friend. Bjorn wasn't feminine in any sense; he was tall, muscular, bearded, and could appear 


somewhat threatening to people who didn't know him. He was incredibly masculine by design, and so it certainly 


wasn't femininity or soft features that attracted David to him. 


David understood that sexuality was fluid, at over forty years of age now, he found it odd that his 
sexuality would take such a hard turn. Here he was, nonetheless. He still found himself insatiably attracted to 
women - but then there was Bjorn. There was always Bjorn 


Bjorn had quickly grown to become his best friend since they first bonded over classic rock together 
nearly fifteen years prior. David had been a fill-in on an ‘Ob Soilwork tour in the US, prior to becoming a full 
time member of the band. They spent most of the tour in the back of the bus obsessing over vinyl records 


they collected in their travels. 
The rest was history. 


David had always considered himself a bit of a masochist when it came to his romantic relationships. He 
wanted nothing to do with it unless it hurt his soul, rattled his bones. He had actually gotten off a bit over 


how messy of a divorce he'd had with his wife. It made for some good songs, anyway. 


He was quite content stewing in his own agony. It was yet another reason he loved being around Bjorn so 
much. His desire for the man had grown incrementally during their long friendship. At times, despite his friend 
being oblivious, it hurt to be around him. He fucking loved it. 


He also loved getting incredibly inebriated around the singer. It raised the risk factor - the risk that he 
would do something stupid, would try to make a move, or say something dumb and fuck up everything That 
risk seemed to grow greater lately. 


There was a lot on the line for him if he did fuck up. His two bands were his pride and joy, and Bjorn, of 
course, fronted both Soilwork and The Night Flight Orchestra Not to mention losing Bjorn himself would send 
David spiraling out of control. Not only was Bjorn his best friend, he was David's partner, muse, brother, and 
bad influence. He didn't remember much of what his life was like prior to Bjorn, and he didn't want to imagine a 


future without him. 


Normally he was able to separate himself from things like this while he was at work, but today he luckily 
only had a handful of surgeries and could get lost in his thoughts a bit between For some reason he was 
anxious to see his friend this evening. What was different Today, versus any other day? Maybe it was simply 


that he was sober. Recently he was having a hard time enjoying life when not inebriated in some manner. 


As he was leaving the hospital for the day, he responded to Bjorn's text from earlier, asking for him to 
come over. He had finished the Night Flight song he and David had started recently and wanted to share it, 


following with perhaps a movie and a fridge full of beers. 


"Hey," Bjorn greeted him at his door about thirty minutes later, giving him a perplexed look. It was then 
that David realized he'd never actually changed out of his lab coat. He rolled with it and stepped through the 


threshold into the singer's modest home without a comment. "Doctor." 


David turned and waggled his eyebrows at the taller man 


"Let's hear that song, Strid!" he demanded with a grin, trying to ignore the way his heart raced a bit at 
the man's appearance. Bjorn was dressed no different than usual, but seemed a little tanner. He had a glow 
about him, as though he'd just showered after a workout. He had been working outside lately, landscaping his 
property. It showed. 


David helped himself to two fistfuls of beers from his friend's fridge. Bjorn grabbed some snacks and 
upstairs they went to the man's home studio while Bjorn babbled on about sports or something. 


After pulling off his lab coat and tossing it somewhere to the side, David cracked open his first beer and 
threw himself onto the futon. He kicked his feet up on the coffee table and Bjorn sat at his computer, 


adjusting some settings. 


The night got out of hand fairly quickly. Many drinks were had. Good songs were written. Awful songs were 
written as well, and the men laughed uncontrollably as they tried to make some of the most obvious rip offs 


of popular AOR songs they could think of. 


Finally, Bjorn had joined him on the futon as David was trying to remember a Soilwork riff he had written 
the other night. 


"It sounded like this," he said, drunkenly, "but good." 

Bjorn cracked up. "I believe you. But that sounds good, too!" 

David loved making Bjorn laugh. So he purposefully played his guitar poorly, nodding his head along as though 
he was really into it. That sent Born into a fit, and the larger man was clutching at David's shoulder, begging 


him to stop. 


David switched smoothly from the new "Soilwork" riff to some rendition of "Burnin! For You" by Blue Oyster 
Cult. 


‘Jesus, Dave," Bjorn laughed, and playfully closed his hand over the neck of David's guitar to stop him. This 
put them at a very close proximity, and David found his heart to be beating a litle bit faster. 


Now was the time. It was time to fuck everything up, it was time to finally feel Bjorn's lips on his. David 
leaned in, grasping at the collar of Bjorn’s shirt, trying to stay steady despite his brain sloshing around in his 
skull. Bjorn looked at him, amused - no, Bjorn, this isn't a joke. Then his amusement turned to concern as David 
halted in the middle of his movement. 


Something wasn't right. 


Oh no. 
"Dave, you look a little ~~" 

David opened his mouth to speak - which had been a very, very bad idea - 
- and puked his guts all over Bjorn's lap. 


Hot, hot shame. Absolute self disgust. That was the last David remembered of the evening, other than 
glimpses of Bjorn cleaning up after him and checking on him multiple times. He was sure he hadn't responded, 


he was sure he hadn't been able to utter a damn word. Sloppy. 


Morning came like an ax to the skull. David cracked open wet eyes, lulling his head carefully to the side to 


register where he was and why everything hurt 
Bjorr's studio. 
Bjorn 
Fuck 


He sat up, or, rather, he tried to sit up. Quickly, as the world started spinning, he laid back down. Bjorn 
had clearly tried to make him comfortable on the futon. He was dressed in - he touched the silky synthetic 
material - a hockey jersey. As he adjusted his legs under the throw Bjorn must've covered his lower half with, 


he realized he was just wearing his boxer briefs down there. 


Slowly, painfully slowly, he tilted his head again to see a tiny spread laid out for him on the coffee table: a 
water bottle, still wet with condensation, so it had been placed there recently, a few aspirin, his phone, and his 
tin of snus. He carefully reached out a hand and collected the pills. He was able to angle his head to swallow, 
with a light swig of cold water. Just enough to get the stale taste of sick out of his mouth. 


Fuck. 
What had transpired the previous evening? What time was it? 


He laid there a few more minutes, trying to keep open heavily-lidded eyes, and then finally forced himself 
up to a sitting position, despite the hammering in his head. 


He grabbed his phone and checked the time: Il:Zlam. Next, he downed half the water bottle in one go. He 
picked up his snus and stood, glancing around for his pants. His clothes were nowhere to be found, aside from 


his lab coat still crumpled up in the corner, so he sighed, bracing himself for embarrassment before heading 


downstairs. 


In the kitchen, Bjorn was sat gnawing on pumpernickel toast and watching some sort of football reel on his 


phone. At David's appearance, he looked up. 
"Hey," he greeted, setting down his phone. "How ya feelin?" 


"Like death," David replied, fingering the bottom of the hockey jersey. It fell just past his hips, and he felt 


exposed, despite Bjorn having seen him in his underwear many times in their years of touring together. 


"Your clothes are in the laundry,” Bjorn explained. "Just threw them in the dryer not long ago. Should be 
another half hour." 


David nodded. 
"You want some breakfast? Coffee's on. I've got eggs, toast, bacon, whatever." 
David's stomach churned. 


"Probably just coffee," he said, and wandered over to the counter to pour himself a cup. He sat in the 


chair opposite Bjorn and stared at the steam rising from his mug. 
After a while, he said, "Sorry" 
Bjorn snorted softly, "No need, David. You've seen me just as bad - if not worse." 
"I threw up on you," David said. 
"And all over yourself, too," Bjorn said. "Shit happens." 


"Yet the embarrassment lingers," David said. "Did | do anything else stupid that | should be aware of?" Like 
trying to kiss you. 


Bjorn seemed to contemplate this. "You were sorta in your feelings, as the youths say nowadays." 


David crinkled his nose. "What does that mean?" 


"Well, after you threw up, | was trying to clean you, and you kept insisting you were in love with me. You 


even asked my hand in marriage, using a bottle cap as a ring. It was kind of cute, to be honest.” 
David pressed his face into his hands and groaned. 


"lm sorry.” 


"Seriously," Bjorn said, "You apologized enough last night, between your declarations of love and 
indecipherable drunken ramblings. You're good, man. | had to decline your marriage proposal, though, seeing as 
neither of us were in sound mind." 


"Maybe | should stop drinking," David said into his palms. 


"Everything in moderation," Bjorn told him, and he could hear the smile in his voice. 


Author's Notes: 
Ah yes this is the porn followed by mild angst that | love to write so dearly. 


Maybe tonight it all begins... 


David, of course, did not stop drinking. As a gastroenterologist, he fully understood the effects of heavy 
drinking on his liver; as a guitarist in a metal band, he accepted the fate of his body's future. 


A few weeks later had him back at Bjorn's house after a long shift at the hospital. He popped the cap off a 
beer and sat on the futon next to Bjorn with their guitars. Together, they fleshed out some songs, hours 
passing by like minutes. David didn't get sloppy drunk like last time. He was fully capable of controlling himself. 
Currently, both he and Bjorn were enjoying a very nice buzz. 

He had finished presenting the music and lyrics of his new precious creation, "Lovers in the Rain," to his 
partner. Bjorn was absolutely thrilled with it and continued to hum it and play around with the harmonies on 


his guitar. 


"But | won't give up, won't give in. maybe tonight it all begins," the man sang softly, and David leaned back, 
satisfied Bjorn was quite happy with the song. 


"What if," David said with heavily lidded eyes, "I kissed you right now?" 

"Hmm?" Bjorn said, and David was certain the singer hadn't actually heard him over the guitar. 
"Nothing." 

"No, nooo, Dave, you said something about kissing me! | heard it!" 


"What? Why would | say that?" David giggled and dared to look over at his friend. Bjorn was regarding him 
with a big, boyish smile. 


‘lm a little drunk," the singer said, "Probably drunk enough to kiss a man" 


"Well if | knew it was that easy, | would have brought it up a long time ago," David said, and he was mostly 


serious. But only if Bjorn was also serious. 


‘Im very easy," Bjorn giggled. 

"No, you're not," David told him. "You're too much of a romantic." 

"So are you," Bjorn said. "Doesn't mean | don't like makin’ out.” 

"| guess that begs the question," the doctor said, his heart racing, "Do you want to make out?" 
"You'll be my first," Bjorn said, seeming very tempted, guitar on his lap forgotten, "with a man" 


"Is that okay?" The doctor inched closer to him and reached out a tentative hand to grasp the collar of the 
larger man's shirt. 


"Maybe | should drink a little more first,” Bjorn joked, "so that sober me won't have to remember this." 
"We don't have to," David said quickly, but Bjorn's hand clasped around his wrist before he could pull away. 
| wanna try. I've never - | just wanna try it. Is that weird?" 


David shook his head, mostly in disbelief that his friend was so eager. He leaned in a little, but Bjorn closed 
the distance himself. 


Then David found himself on another plane of existence entirely. 
One that tasted of tobacco and malt beer. 

One that smelled like spearmint beard oil and sweat. 

One that looked like soft skin, ink, and rippling muscles. 

One that felt like flying amongst the clouds. 

One that sounded like the golden gates of heavens opening. 


Quench the thirst within 
Now is all we have 


And its a losing game 


David slipped his tongue between Bjorn's soft, pliant lips. He felt Bjorn cup his chin with one hand, guiding 
him on this fantastical journey. So desperately, David wanted to take control, to press Born down, to pleasure 
him. But fear of this ending kept him from going at a faster pace than what his friend was setting. He couldn't 


stop a soft whimper emitting from his mouth, and it unfortunately caused Bjorn to pause. 


"Wow," Bjorn said, and started to pull back, his curiosity seemingly sated already. Shit. David wasn't ready 


for this to be over. Heaven's gates were beginning to close. No, no, no, no, no - 


He followed the singer and connected their lips again. Bjorn's hand was back on his cheek, where it was 


meant to be. David brushed his fingertips over his friend's neck, and Bjorn seemed to respond positively to 


that, leaning more into the kiss. 


The doctor couldn't help himself and broke away to place his mouth on Bjorn's neck, gently ghosting his lips 
and tongue up and along the soft skin. 


It was Bjorn's turn to moan, and the younger one seemed to try and hold it in. David exhaled shakily into 
Bjorn's ear before kissing along the shell of it and nibbling on it. 


"David..Dave, shit, stop a second," Bjorn said, and David paused on demand, lips centimeters still from Bjorn's 


cheek. 
"Is something wrong?" he asked breathlessly. 


"No, nothing. I'm just.not sure how far | want this to go." He felt the singer shift under him as he set his 
guitar on the ground. 


"We can stop whenever. All you have to do is say," David told him. "Did you want to stop now?" 
"Fuck, man, I'm already... 

sls be 

"Hard, Dave. You made me fucking hard’ 


Heat rushed through David's entire being when he heard those words, and he found himself backing away 
to look down at the very defined tent in Bjorn’s athletic shorts. 


"Oh," he said, surprised. "I guess you are easy." 

"Shut the fuck up." The tone was playful. 

"Can | touch it?" David asked. "Through your shorts? | don't have to actually, you know.." 

"Yeah, um, | think that would be fine," Bjorn agreed. "Let me lay down, though." 

The men adjusted, and the doctor found himself straddling Bjorn's thighs with the singer watching him, 
arms folded behind his head. They both smiled reassuringly at one another, and finally David reached a hand 
down and grasped the man's cock through his shorts. 


"Oh," Bjorn breathed, "okay, yeah, that's nice." 


The guitarist began to stroke up and down, over the thin, silky material. As he brushed his thumb over 
the top along the upstroke, he felt a damp spot where milky precum was beginning to bleed through the 


fabric. 
"You're dripping," he said quietly, more to himself, in awe. 
"| tend to do that when aroused," Bjorn chuckled. 


David had a strong urge to taste, but he knew he had been blessed with the situation he'd been given 
currently and didn't want to compromise it by trying something different. He continued to stroke his friend's 
cock, glancing at his face for approval, and shying away to look back down when he saw Bjorn looking at him 


intensely. The singer was clearly enjoying this. But how long would he allow this dream to continue? 


The guitarist focused on memorizing the feel of his cock through his shorts. He could store it in the back 
of his mind, bring the memory back when he was alone with his fantasies in the future. Because he knew this 
was fleeting. This was a one time deal, though Bjorn hadn't specified that. He knew the man too well, knew he 
probably wouldn't be ok with this in the morning. 


It dawned on him that perhaps he was taking advantage of his friend in this state. 


Yet Bjorn was the one that shifted beneath him and pulled his own shorts down, freeing his cock for David 
to see in all its glory. Wow. 


Bjorn watched him steadily and David blushed, finding it hard to make eye contact. He had wanted this for 
so long, had dreamed of it, fantasized about it, masturbated to it - for so fucking long. And here it was in 
front of him. Suddenly he couldn't face his friend. 


He instead focused on Bjorn's cock, swollen and red below him. He had made Bjorn hard. Somehow. And now 


he supposed he had to do something about it. 
"You can ~," Bjorn cleared his throat, "--touch it, you know." 


David swallowed thickly and nodded, reaching out shaky, calloused fingers to wrap around the hot, hot base. 
So smooth. Silky, even. Thick in his grasp. 


Bjorn hissed and David glanced at him to see his blue eyes had fallen shut, his mouth had dropped open 
Easy to please. Starved for touch. He grinned to himself and began to move his hand up and down, stroking the 
way he knew he liked it personally. 


"Yeah," Bjorn breathed, and he placed his large hands on David's thighs, squeezed them as the man 
straddling him pleasured him. David's brain short-circuited a little at the new touch but he managed to 


maintain jerking the younger man off. 


Until he felt Bjorn lift one hand off his thigh and yank at the band of his shorts, pulling them down just 


enough to let David's hard cock spring out. Before David could realize what was happening, the singer wrapped 


a tight fist around him. 


He gasped and paused all movement to stare down at Bjorn's hand, then to Bjorn's face. The man's eyes 


were on him, filled with curiosity. He began to stroke David once, twice, three times, four--- 
---David Iifted up into outer space, shot past the moon, the planets, the galaxy, into the heavens--- 


--- he choked on his own warning as his cock shot out several thick loads of cum, splattering Bjorn's hand, 
pelvis, and the bottom of his t-shirt. His body shook and he was sure his legs would've given out had he not 
been sitting on the younger man's thighs. 


"That didn't take much," Bjorn chuckled softly, and David felt himself reddening out of embarrassment. 


"| usually - | don't.." David couldn't find the words, trying to recover. He noticed Bjorn warily observing the 
cum David had splashed all over him, as if he wasn't sure what to do with it. "I'm so sorry. Let me get 


something to clean it up ---" 
"Clean it with your mouth," Bjorn said, grasping David by the wrist as the older man went to move. 
"What?" David stammered. 
"You heard me," the singer said, and looked expectantly at him. "Use your mouth." 


On wobbly legs, David carefully extracted himself from Bjorn's lap in favor of kneeling on the floor in front 
of the couch. Bjorn propped himself on one elbow to watch as the doctor leaned forward and began to lick up 


the mess he'd made. 


Fuck, he could smell Bjorn's musk so heavily. The man's cock was right by his face, rigid and twitching as 
David navigated around it. He was certain he could drown in Bjorn's scent, could breathe it in forever. Gingerly, 
he held up the throbbing flesh as he cleaned up the mess he'd made. He dipped his tongue along Bjorn's lower 
stomach, making his way up toward his belly button He'd never loved the taste of his own cum, having tried it 
a couple times in his life when he was young and curious. He could certainly tolerate it though, and if Bjorn 


wanted this, then his pleasure was reward enough. 


"Jerk me while you clean me up," Bjorn instructed. David obeyed immediately, tightening his fingers around 
his friend's cock and stroking it. Born exhaled noisily and sighed, placing his hand on the back of David's neck. 


Is it good?" David asked. 


"Of course it is," Bjorn told him, "You're fucking amazing at everything you do. I'm still - it's - this is still a 
little hard to grasp, us doing this sort of thing - together." 


"Just a couple of handjobs between friends," David quipped, but didn't feel much like joking when he heard 
more sighs come from Bjorn's mouth. As he moved his lips back down to Bjorn's pelvis, he paused, "Do you 


care if |--?" 

"Suck it?" Bjorn offered, and waved his hand in invitation "Please, help yourself, Dave." 

lll try my best not to choke on it," David replied, amused, before gingerly swiping his tongue over the 
head. He collected the precum there and played with it in his mouth, milling it over. So this is what his musical 
muse tasted like? It was similar to his own taste, but.. smoother. 

Lyrics and poetry came to his head as he wrapped his lips around the man and dipped down. Bjorn cursed, 
but the sound was an ethereal choir in David's ears. Bjorn's grunts of approval led David on. While the guitarist 
had never done this before, he found it was easy. Sure, the man was certainly too big for him to fit it all in 


his mouth, but he did what he was capable of, and that was apparently more than enough for Bjorn. 


Bjorn stroked the back of David's neck - lovingly, David thought. Perhaps if he was good enough, made Bjorn 
cum hard enough, they'd do more things like this in the future. 


No - he wasn't going to fool himself with thoughts like that. 
He had one chance, and he was going to savor it. 


Savor Bjorn's taste and scent. And the way his fingers danced over the sensitive skin of his neck. He'd 
never experience this again. He would give it his all. 


"Wow, baby, so good," Bjorn murmured, and David knew the man didn't mean anything by calling him ‘baby: 
He'd still remember it for the rest of his life. 


Bjorn's whimpers were delicious. He was helpless beneath David's talented ministrations, wasn't he? David 


picked up the pace. 


He noticed the larger man begin to tense and relax repeatedly underneath him, showing he was close. He 


kept up his fervor and soon Bjorn was shaking. 
"Don't stop, I'm so close," he moaned. 
Hl go forever if you asked me to. 
David obeyed and was soon rewarded with several hot jets of cum splashing into his mouth. Bjorn grunted 


through his orgasm, his fingers in a tight grasp on David's neck. It seemed endless, and yet when it stopped, it 


was too soon. 


David backed off him, sitting lower on his haunches and watching as Bjorn panted, a tattooed arm thrown 
over his eyes. His face was flushed and his collar was glistening with the first signs of sweat under his 
wrinkled shirt. David observed Bjorn's chest as it rose and fell with each breath. He played with the remnants 
of the cum he'd swallowed on his tongue, figuring at some point he should stand before his knees locked him in 


place forever. 
As he stood, his bones cracked noisily, and even Bjorn huffed out a laugh in his spent state. 
"Old man," he said, grinning, arm still over his face. 


"| thought of a new song while all that was happening,” David announced, and Bjorn full-on belly laughed at 
that. He gained the energy to sit and pull his shorts back up as David grabbed his guitar and sat next to him. 


"Night Flight or Soilwork?" Bjorn asked, amused, and content to going back to being simply friends. 


"As if your cock in my mouth would inspire anything other than a Night Flight song," David laughed, and 
began to play his guitar, figuring out the melodies he'd heard in his head. 


They stayed up another few hours, noodling around with their guitars, until Bjorn announced he was going 


to retire to bed. 


David wasn't expecting an invite, or a good night kiss, but he was still saddened when he received neither. 
He made himself comfortable on the futon, knowing he was still too drunk to leave, and that it was too late to 
make the drive home. He slept restlessly, dreaming of floating above clouds while the man he was in love with 


remained just out of reach. 


When the dreaming ends, 
Will we still be the same? 


The next day was predictably awkward when Bjorn decided to bring up what they'd done together over 
breakfast. 


"Hey, um, Dave, about last night.. | don't think we should--" 
"Do that anymore?" David finished for him on his gut feeling. 


Bjorn nodded, "Uh, yeah. | think maybe it would be best to just, um, not pretend it didn't happen, but move 


on. 


"You didn't like it," David stated more than questioned. He knew he was a very average looking man. He was 
aging, bald, chubby. Bjorn had had his share of beautiful women over the years who wanted to fuck a rockstar. 
Why would he choose to give his body to David again, when he had much more beautiful options at his beck 


and call? David understood fully and couldn't blame him. 


"That's not it - | liked it! Clearly | liked it, or | wouldn't have..you know." He made a vague gesture with his 
hand, "It's just that I'm, well.. I'm still straight." 


"Totally fair," the doctor said, laughing lightly while trying to figure out if he felt heartbroken, disappointed, 


or relieved. 
"Yeah?" 


"Well, yeah. I'd never want you to do anything you don't want to do," David told him, fighting to keep his 
composure despite wanting to escape to somewhere very, very far away, "And | was able to satisfy my 


curiosities in my old age. So, you know, thanks.” 


"Hal ‘Thanks for the sex!" Bjorn joked, amused. "Look at us. Two mature adults, communicating! Never 


could've gotten away with this fifteen years ago." 

"Look at us," David echoed softly, smiling sadly. He excused himself to go outside and light a cigarette. 

Of course, he hadn't expected this to end any differently. He hadn't expected it to happen at all, but it had, 
and now the sadness cut him deep. He was embarrassed for himself, to even believe for a micro-second that 
Bjorn would actually want him that way. He knew better. 


But now that he'd had a taste of the man and knew he never could again, it was somehow worse. 


He took a drag off the cigarette and grinned, nodding to himself. This was the deep pain he'd been missing 
for a few years now. It felt good to hurt. 


And | know when you're gone 


My love will still remain 


